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'The life and death of Richard the fcamd. 



Drums: Flmrfh^and (folmrs. 

Enter Richard^iumerleXartile 7 and Souldicrs, 

Rich* Earkloughly Gaftsc call you this at hand ? 

Au m Yca^my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
Aftery du tSatCLtoflTmg on the breaking Seas ? 

Rich, Needs mu ft ■ hke it well; I wcepc for ioy 
To Hand vporr my Kingdoms onceagainc* 

Deere Earth,! doe falute thee; with my bond, 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfcs hoofes; 
As a long patted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her tea res, and j miles in meeting; 

So weeping 3 fmiling,grcet I chcc my Earth, 

And doc thee fimor with my Royall hands- 
Feed not thy Soueraignes Foe, my gende Earth, 

Nor with thy Swcetcs, com fort his rauenous fence: 

But let thy Spiders, that fuck vp thy Venome, 
Andheauie-gatedToadcs lye in their way. 

Doing annoyance to the trecherous feetc. 

Which with v furping fteps doe trample thee* 

Yedd flinging Nettles to mine Enemies; 

And when they from thy Bofomc pluck a Flower, 

Guard it Ipretjbee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofc double tongue may with a mortal! touch 
Throwdearh vpon thy Soucraigncs Enemies, 

Mock not my feneelsfftf Conjuration,Lords ; 

This Earth fliall haue a feeling,and thefe Stones 
Frouearmed Souldim,ere her Narine King 
Sb^Il faker vnder foulc Rebellious Arroes* 

CWr.Feare not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepsyou King,in fpightof all. 

Arm, He meanci 3 my Lord,that we are too remilTe, 
While ft UnitingErmke through our fccuririe, 

Growes ftrong and great, in fubftance and in friends. 

Rtck DifcomfortabieCoufin^fiovveft thou not, 
That when the fcarching Eye of Heauen is hid 
Behind the Glebe,that lights the lower World, 

Then Theeucs and Robbers raunge abroadvnicene, 
InMurthers and in Out-rage bloody here; 

But when from ynder this Terreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd cops of the EafternePines, 

And darts his Lightning through afry gui! tic Bole, 

Then Murthdr»,Treafons,and detefted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from offthek backs) 
Stand bare and nakcd 3 cremb]jng at rhcmfeluest 
So when thisThcefcjihis Traytot Bullingbrooke^ 

Who all this while hath rcuelfd in the Night, 

Shall feevsrifingin ourThrone,the Eaft, 

His Treafom will fit b!u firing in his face. 

Not able to endure the fight oFDay ; 

Jut felfe-affrigmcd, tremble at hisfimte. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Balmc from an anoynted King; 

The breath of worldly men carmbtdcpofe 
The Deptitie elefled by^the Lord: 

For euery man that BuRmgBrooke\i^t\i preflj 
To lift flirewd Steeleagamftour Golden Crownej 

Heauen for his Richard hath in heaticnly pay 


A glorious Angell: then if Angels fight " 
Weakemenmuftfall,for Heauen ftiUon a /j L 

Enter Sntidmj. * £theri gH 
Welcome my Lord, how farm offing y 0 ti r T> 

Snlk&i Nor neere,norfartherorf 3 my fr rac ' ° VVer ? 

Then this wcakearroe; difeomfort guides 

And bids me lpeake of nothing but defpai r /'* 

One day too! ate J feare (my Noble Lord) ° 

Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth* 

Oh call backc Yefterday,bidTime rcturne 
And thou flialt haueewdue thou fan d fightm o 

To day^odayjVnhappie day too late ^ mCil: 

Or ct hr owes thy Ioy cs,Friend s^ortune.and tWe 

For all the Welehmen hearing thou were j C3 j^ Stlte i 
Are gone to j?tf///^^£j%difperfl,and fled J 
Anm. Comfort my Liege, why Iookc$L„r 

pale? 7 ur ^acef ( 

Rich. But now the blood of twemicthotifand 
Did triumph in my face 3 and they are fled d 
And till fo much blood thither come 
Hauc I not reafon to looke pale,and dead ? * 

All Soules that will be fafc,flye fr om m y 
For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride, * 

Comfort my Liege 5 rcmembcr who ^ 
Rich. I had forgot myfelfe. Am I not Kin/? 

Awake thcufluggardMaieflie^thouftecpefi ^ 

Is not the Kings Name fortic thou land NaiticP 
Armc^arme my Name : a pume fubieft firikes 
At thy great glory, Looke not to the ground 
Ye Fauozkes of a King: are wee not hi oh i * 

High be our thoughts ; I know my VnckleT^ 
Haih Power enough to feme our tumc + 

But who comes here i FnterScroepe. 

Scrocpc. More health and happineffe betide my 
Then can my care-tmfd tongue ddiucr him, * b J 
Rick Mine eare is open 3 and my heart prepar'd; 

The worfl is woildly Ioffe,thou cauli vnfold; 

Say,Is my Kingdorae loft? why 7 t was my Care; 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care? 

Seriues Butlhcbrookt to be as Great as wce^ 

Greater he jfhall not be: If hce ferueGod, 

Wec’I ferue him too^and be his Fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subie£h? That we cannot mend, 

They breake their Faith to Gad 3 as well as vs: 

Cry Woe.Dc-ftruftionjRuine^Loffe^Decayj 
The worfl is Death,and Death will hauc his day 
Scrocpe, Glad am I,thac your Highneffe is io aimd 
To bearc the tidings of Calamine, 

Like an vnfeaforublc fiormieday, 

Which make the Sillier Riucrs dtowne their Shores, 

As if the World were all diflokfd rotearcs: 

So high,about his Limits/wdls the Rage 
Of £,&JtingfaQefy r coumri& your fcarcfuH Land 
With hard bright Steele,and hearts harder then Steele; 
White Beares haue arm'd their thin and haireleffeScstps 
Againft thy Maieftic^and Boyei with Womens Voyte^ 
Striue to fpeakc bigge, and clap their Female joints 
In ftiffe vnwieldie Aimes: againft thy Crownc 
Thy very Bead f-men learnt to bend their Bowes 
Of double fatal I Hugh: againft thy State 
Yea Diftaffe-Women manage ruftieBills: 

Agamft thy Seat both young and old rcbcll, 

And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell* 

Rich, Too well,too well thou tell’ft a Tale fo ill 
Where is the Earle of Wiltthire?where hBagtit 
What is beepme ofwhere is Grem ^ 
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» -let the dangerous Enetnie 

Ti!l f : «our Confines with fuch peaceful! fteps ? 

M«f ure • j e (heir heads fhall pay for it. 

I^epreu i ^ aue m2( j e p eacc Wlt h ‘Bttttiugkocke. 

I peace hauc they mad e with him indeede (my 

t° rd ,^ oh Villains, Vipers 5 damn’d without redemption, 
eafitywoon to fawne on any man, 

V°P -\ L mv heart blood warm’d, that fling m^heart, 
SniktS f ida^es.cach one thrice worfe then ladas, 
J^; thev ma ke peace? terrible Hell make warre 
fV eif L«ed Soules for this Offence. 

V P®" Sweet Loue(l fee) changing hispropertie, 
r i nes fo the fowreft,and moll deadly hate: 

]Z n . V[1 cnrfe their Soules; therr peace is made 

Hrids.and not with Hands;thofc whom you curfc 
rf r.te worn of D«,h S rfeftroying tend, 

Sl, t Ml low, g >»o d ... the hollow groond 
h is Greffte, and the barle of Wiltflure 

f 0l! p e . Yea.all of them at Briftow loll their heads. 
fwl Where is chaDukc my Father with his Fower? 
J Rtck, No matter where j of comfort no man fpeake: 
Let’s talkc of Graues,of Wormcs,and Epitaphs, 

Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 
Write Sorrow on theBolome of cite Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors,and talkc of Wills: 

An dyetnot fo; for what can webequeach, 

Saueour ciepofed bodies to the ground s? 

Our Lands,our Litres.and all are Bfi!Ii>fg^9ike:, 

And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 

And that fntall Model! of the barren Earth, 

Which ferues asPafte,and Coucr to our Bones r 
For Hcauens fake let vs fit vpon the ground, 

And cell fad (lories of the death of Kings; 

How lotne haue been depos’d, fome flainc in warre. 

Some haunted by thcGhofts they haue depos’d, 

Some poyfoil’d by their Wiiics,fomcfleepmg kill’d, 

Afl number'd. For within the hollow Crownc 
That rounds the mortal! T emplcs of a King, 

Keepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State,and grinning at his Pompe, 

Allowing him a breath,a little Scene, 

To Monarchize,be fear’d,and kill with lookes. 

Infilling him with felfe and V3ine conceit, 

AsifthU Flefh,which walls about our Life, 

WereBrafTc impregnable: and humor’d thus. 

Comes at the lift,and with a little Pinne 
Bores through his Caftlc Walls,and far well King. 
Coueryourheads,andmock not flefli and blood 
WithfolemneReuerence: throw away Refpeft, 
Tradition,For:r.e,aud Ceremonious durie, 

Foryouhaue butmiflookemeall this while: 

I liue with Bread like you, fcele W a nr, 

TaHeGriefe,need Friends: lubiedlcd thus. 

How can you fay :o me, I am a King ? 

Carl .My Lord,wife men nc’re waile their prefent woes, 
Butprcfeiuly pteuenttlie wayesto waile : 

Tofcare the Foe,fmce feare opprclfcth ftrengch, 

Giues in your weakenefTe,{lrength vnto your Foe; 

Feare,and be flaine } no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die,is death defttoying death. 

Where fearing,dying,paves death leruile breath. 

Aam. My Father hath a Power,enquire of him, 

And Icamc co make a Body of a Li tube. 

-^ir&Thouchid’ft me welkpzoud Budingbroeke I come 


ToThange Blowes with thee,for mir day of Doome: 
This ague 6tof feare is oucr-blowne. 

An eafietaske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroop *,where lyes our Vnckle with his Power ? 
Speake fweetly man,akhough thy lookes be fowrc, 
Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of thcSkie 
The Rate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull ahd heauic Eye: 

My Tongue hath but a heauierTalc to fay: 

I pky theTorturcr,by final I and fmall 
To lengthen out the worft.that muft be fpoken. 

Your Vnckle Torke isioyn’d with BHtiixgbrooke, 

And all youc Northernc Cafilesyeclded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Fadlion. 

FJcb. Thon haft faid enou gh. 

Beflirew thee Coufin,which didft lead me forth 
Of that i'weet way I was in,to dcfpaire : 

What fay yon now ? What comfort haue we now f 
By Heauen lie hate him eucrlaftingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Caftlc,there lie pine away, 

A King,Woes flaue, ftiall Kingly Woe obey; 

That Power T haue,difcharge,and let’em goe 
To care the Land,that hath fome hope to grow. 

For I haue none. Let no man fpeake agaiue 
To alter this,forcounfails is but vaine. 

Jtti'm. My Liege,one word. 

Rich. He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with ihe.flatteiies of bis tongue, 
Dilcharge my followers: let them hence away, 

From Richards Night,to Bulimgbrookes faire Day. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter with Druma^A Colours fBulltnghraoke- 
Torke y N q r thumherlaml, A t tenAants * 

So rhat by this intelligence we Icarne 
The Welchmen are dilpers ] d 3 and SAtihnry 
Is gene to iTieet the King ? \vho hedy landed 
With lome few priuatc friends,vpon this Coaft, 

fTorthm The newes is very faire and goodly Lord^ 
Richard,not farre from hcncc,hath hid his head. 

York* It would befeeme die Lord Northumberkndj 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauic day. 

When fuch a (acred King ftiould hide bis head. 

North . Your Grace miflakes: onely tobc briefc. 
Left I his Title out* 

fork* The time hath beene. 

Would you haue beene fo briefe with him^e would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you 3 to Iborten you 3 
For taking fo chc Head,your wholeheads length* 

Bulk Miftake not (Vnckle) farther thenyoufhould* 
Tcrf Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fhould 
Leaftyou miftake theHeauens are oreyourhead* 

EuS* I know it(Vnckle)and oppofenotmy felfe 
Againft their will* But who comes here ? 

Enter ferric. 

Welcome Harry: what 3 will not this Caftlc yeeldf 
Per * The Caflle royally is mann'd,my Lordj 
Againft thy entrance. 

Roy 





























































































